LOCARNO

voyage on board " The Orange Blossom."1 The first
intimation of the cleavage between his estimation by
European standards, and his assessment by his fellow-
countrymen, began to glimmer in his mind.

The railway station in Berlin was surrounded by
police. The hour of his arrival was kept strictly secret;
only the heads of foreign missions, who had been
confidentially informed of it, were there to meet him.
Foreign diplomatists congratulated Stresemann on his
great work. His greeting in Germany was indignation
and abuse. Lord d'Abernon, a towering figure in his
huge cloak, shook his hand with singular emotion,
and the smile that seemed almost engraved upon his
face was for once absent. This quite unemotional
personage knew that the weary and unnerved man who
got out of the train had made history. Meanwhile,
however, Gustav Stresemann had to enter his native
city by devious ways and under police protection.

1 The launch, * Fiod d'Atancis/ used by the Allied statesmen
at Locarno.